a style of presentation that utilizes surrealist and neo-romantic effects
with great taste, and creates peepshows which are almost works of
art in themselves. Each new fashion lives brilliantly, but dies a
weekly death as it gives way to the next display.

Just as New Yorkers are ruthless in discarding last season's face
or dress, so they hold no sentimental feeling for their possessions.
There are few old attic collections in New York.

Since addresses change so often, and that indefinable thing called
"taste" seems to be so elusive, the professional decorators reap great
gains from their clients' lack of assurance. Interior decorating was
invented as a profession by Elsie de Wolf. Nowadays a slump in
certain stocks, a suicide in the family, or merely a divorce, are enough
to change a normal woman into an authority on Empire settees,
Sheffield plate, Adam fireplaces and flower prints. These decorating
ladies have their lairs by the dozen along Madison Avenue. The
grandest achieves an address on 57th Street, and the influence they
exert spreads throughout the country.

Fifty million pounds of food are consumed every twenty-four hours
by New Yorkers. The American eats his food almost everywhere
in New York City except in his own home. Dining-rooms seldom
exist in Manhattan's small apartments. A city man never goes home
for lunch, and, rather than have a cut off the joint, will snatch a
snack at a grill or sandwich bar, or at the nearest Childs, with a glass
of chocolate malted milk. He takes his meals fiuidly, for his coffee
and iced water are served simultaneously with the soup. The coffee
is usually weak, and the tea, wrapped like lavender in a muslin or
paper bag, is bad, and the water seldom hot enough.
Since Oliver Cromwell's twelve years of vinegar rule, English
cooking has been proverbially bad, yet nothing can be better than
plain English produce well prepared. In New York, the food is
intrinsically tasteless, and, in order to make it appetizing, skill is
essential on the part of every cook. Even before it went into the
refrigerator, the waterlogged lettuce-heart would have tasted of little
but paper, so the cook, knowing it is up to him to make the food
palatable by the concoction of sauces and titbits, reserves his highest
flight of fancy for the lettuce. Unrecognizable under its sousing of
[40]